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was lying in the mud. Her face was covered with the lower
edge of her blue skirt. Her full white legs, with sunbur^
calves and dimpled at the knees, were straddled shamelessly
and horribly. Her left arm was twisted behind her back.
Gregor hurriedly dismounted, took off his cap, stooped,
and pulled the dead woman's skirt down over her bod$.
Her youthful, swarthy face was handsome even in de^th.
Under her painfully-knitted brows the half-closed eyes
gleamed faintly. In the grin of her softly-outlined mouth
the clenched, close teeth shone like mother-of-pearl. A fine
strand of hair hung over the cheek pressed to the grass.
And over this cheek, which death was already tingeing with
fugitive, saffron yellow shades, fussy ants were crawling.
" The beauty the sons of bitches have destroyed!"
Prokhor said in an undertone. He was silent for a good
minute, then he spat fiercely :
" Td put such . . . such clever scum against a wall I
Let's get on, for Christ's sake I I can't stand looking at te,
It makes my heart turn over/'
" Don't you think we might bury her ? " Gregor asked.
" Why, have we got to bury all the dead we come across ? "
Prokhor objected. c< We buried some old gaffer at Yagodnoe,
and now there's this woman. ... If we're going to bury
them all we shan't have enough callouses on our hands *
And what are we going to dig a grave with ? You can't do
it with a sabre, brother; the earth's baked hard with the
heat for a good two feet down."
He was in such a hurry to get away that he caught the
toe of his boot in the stirrup.
Once more they rode up the hill, and then Prokhor, w&?
had been concentratedly pondering over something, asked
Gregor :
" What do you think, Pantalievich ? Haven't we poured
out enough blood on the earth ? "
" Pretty well 1 "
" But what do you think, will it be finished soon ? "
" It'll finish when they've smashed us."
" Well, it's a gay life we've run into, the devil be praised {
Perhaps the sooner they smash us the better. In the German
war a man would shoot off his own finger and they'd i^
him go home* But now you could tear all your hand off
and they'd still make you serve. They take the halt, the